
Convent ions:  Lesson 14 
Handout  # 1 – Get t ing Par agr aphing Down P. A. T. 
 

My Cr azy Hat  Advent ur e 1 
 
 

I t  was about  mid J uly when I  dashed int o a new hat  st or e called 
Cait lin’s Wor ld of  Cr azy Hat s.   I  was as hot  as a f ir ecr acker ,  and my 
head was about  t o get  sunbur ned.   I  f ound t he hat  of  my dr eams.   I t  
was a cool looking beach hat  wit h a wide br im t hat  would give me some 
shade f r om t he sun.   I  r eached out ,  gr abbed t he hat ,  and placed it  on 
my head t o see if  it  f it .   Suddenly I  was in t he Bahamas sur f ing.  I  
moved my legs in all sor t s of  dir ect ions t o keep my balance and do some 
t r icks on t he sur f boar d.   People on t he beach clapped and yelled.   They 
loved me.   I  t hought  in my head f or  a second,  “Why don’t  I  j ust  show 
t hem my st uf f !”   So I  went  out  in t he waves and did some j umps and 
spins.   I  t hought  I  would j ust  show of f  one mor e t ime wit h my special 
t r ick.   I  held ont o my hat  and spr ang int o t he air  and did a f ull f lip.   
Landing it  would be t he har d par t .   Luckily I  f elt  my f eet  make per f ect  
cont act  wit h t he sur f boar d and my hands f lew up so I  could keep my 
balance.   The cr owd cheer ed.   “ I  did it !”  I  said t o myself .   Ding,  dong.   
Ding,  dong,  went  t he t own clock.   I  looked up.   Ever yone on t he beach 
was r unning away.   I t  seemed like even t he waves slowed down.   “What ’s 
going on?” I  wonder ed.   One man st ayed behind.   He yelled t o me,  “Get  
out  of  t he wat er !  I t ’s shar k f eeding t ime. ”   I  st ar t ed paddling t o 
shor e.   Out  of  nowher e a gr eat  whit e shar k popped his head out  of  t he 
wat er .   “Ahhhh!”  I  scr eamed.   I  paddled and paddled.   My eyes could 
see t he shor eline.   Out  of  t he cor ner  of  my eye I  could see t he shar k 
closing in behind me.   “Chomp!”   The shar k bit  my boar d.   I  was f lung up 
int o t he sky above t he blue ocean wat er .   I  st ar t ed t o f all.   ”Swish. ”   I  
f ell f lat  int o t he wat er  on my st omach.   My new beach hat  t umbled of f  
and f loat ed away in t he waves near  t he shar k.   Poof !  I  was back in 
Cait lin’s Wor ld of  Cr azy Hat s.    To my sur pr ise I  was soaking wet .    I  
looked at  my st omach and it  had a gigant ic r ed spot  on it .   The ot her  
cust omer s st ar ed at  me.   My f ace t ur ned r ed wit h embar r assment .   
Right  t hen I  t hought  t o myself ,  “ I ’m never  going t o t r y on anot her  hat  
again.   I t  j ust  might  lead t o t r ouble. ”  
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